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Charpentier, I attempted to school him. One day in jumping a
ditch he slipped in the clay soil and fell on me. I can still see that
great horse crashing down on my chest and beyond it a livid sky
across which black clouds raced. This accident sent me to the Field
Ambulance Station where I met doctors and padres whose conversa-
.tion delighted me. It was while listening to them that I conceived
for the first time the idea of writing dialogues that would describe
the English and Scotch from within, with no comments by the
author; and it was then that I composed a first chapter, Le Cheval et
le Fame from an anecdote told by Dr. James, a brilliant and sarcastic
alienist with whom I had made friends.

Little by little there emerged from this arduous life a mad and
melancholy poetry. It took, at first, a musical form.'. At the officers'
mess, night after night, the Colonel's gramophone ground out the
same songs: Destiny Waltz, Weve Come up from Somerset, Pack Up
Your Troubles in Your Old Kit Bag; then came Kreisler's violin,
Caruso's voice and that of Mrs. Finzi-Magrini, who was the
Colonel's favourite. Outside the detonation of the cannon and the
rattle of the machine-guns provided an excellent counterpoint.
From time to time one of the rough and gallant fellows would tell
some story of the Indies, of Egypt, or of New Zealand. I would
listen with 'a sort of rapture as though some fine foreign book had
come to life before my eyes. Then when the music alone traced
designs in the silence, I would dream of Janine, of my daughter and
of my parents. What were they all doing e I would summon up
my wife's ravishing face bending over the cradle of the sleeping
Poucette. Would she not forget me? Every day long letters came
from her and packages of food, of woollens and of books. I sent
her verses written beneath the tent to the accompaniment of gunfire
and wind.

What was she thinking about? Whom did she see? I asked her
these questions constantly and complained at the lack of preciseness
in her replies. That she should be living the life of Paris disturbed
me. 'I am taking lessons/ she wrote, 'I am learning Italian. I am
riding horseback. I am learning to drive in the Bois. I saw all the